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Lounge Act 


The annual Petroleum and Oil Conference in Las Vegas was the jewel in the crown of his year. In just two days, 


he'd racked up an impressive half a billion dollars worth of sales. And there were still another three days to 
go. 


With his tall, muscular figure and thick red hair that danced around his shoulders, Dave Mustaine made for an 
imposing person. But, once a person had fought past his barriers, they found a heart of gold and veins that 
ran with the thick, black oil that came from the Texas wells. 


But that wasn't to say he was easy, no siree. Dave drove a hard bargain and worked at an impressive pace. In 
little under a decade, he'd gone from a relatively unknown roughneck to owning seventy five percent of the 
state's oil wells and developing equipment that would help extract every last drop of precious black gold. And 


he was enjoying every moment of it. 


Dressed in a form fitting black suit, he relaxed in one of the Bellagio's many bars. He had the hotel's penthouse 
suite with its large, deep bed and stunning views of the city. His credit line ran in to the millions and the hotel 
always cleared his tab. Dave could drink and gamble until the world ended and, if he was lucky, not have to pay 


a cent. 


The bar had mirrored walls burnished brown couches. What little light there was bounced from the walls. 


Dave's glass of champagne was never empty and the warm, dulcet tones of someone singing filled the space. 
In the heart of the bar, and accompanied by a pianist, was a singer. The man, because singers in bars always 
seemed to be men, was dressed in a black suit. His white, ruffle fronted shirt had a few buttons open and his 
long, dark hair curled down his back. There seemed to be a permanent smile on his lips and a group of women 
followed him wherever he went. As effortlessly as night turned to day, the man slipped from one smooth song 
to another, the women fawning over him as he flashed them a wide, happy smile. Dave smirked softly before 
he gestured the waiter over. 


He nodded to the singer. "Whatever he's drinking, send him one from me and put it on my tab." 


The waiter left and Dave watched him walk to the bar. He said something to the bartender before he glanced 
over at Dave. Lifting his chin, Dave gestured him back. Like a dog, the man obediently returned. 


"What's his name?" he asked. 
"Dave." 
"He been singing here long? | don't remember him from the last time | was here." 


The suited waiter knelt beside the couch. Like Dave, his attention was on the singer and the red haired man 


wondered if the waiter batted for the other team. "Not very long. Maybe three or four months." 
"Does he sing anywhere else?" 


"At the airport, | believe. They have a piano in one of the terminals. That's where our talent scout spotted 


him. 


That would explain it. Dave always arrived and left on a private jet. He never went through the terminals and 


so never saw anything that took place there. 

"He a native?" 

The waiter gave him a little smile. "No, sir. | believe he's from Virginia." 

"Virginia, huh." Dave gave a small nod. "And he's decided to make his fortune here in Vegas?" 
"Indeed, sir.” 


They paused and listened as the man in black crooned along to Stevie Wonders "I Just Called To Say | Love 
You". The effortless ease with which he sang made Dave's stomach tighten and he reached for his glass in 


order to try and get rid of it. He batted for the other team but it wasn't something he admitted to. He hid his 
sexuality behind his wife and kids. Vegas was his playground and play was what he was going to do. 


When the waiter left, Dave kept his eyes trained on the other man. When he paused to take a break, Dave 


swept up his drink and made his way over. 


He had to wait while the gaggle of women fawned over the dark haired man. The singer obligingly posed for 
photographs and gave out kisses as though they were candy. Finally, he gave them a smile before saying that 
he needed to sit for a moment. When he turned, Dave smiled at him. 


"There's a drink at the bar for you. You've got an amazing talent. Ever thought of going pro?" 


The dark haired man looked a little taken back before that million watt smile took over once more. "Thanks. And 


yeah, yeah | have." 


Dave could hear the mid-western lilt in the other man's voice. Once more the butterflies took flight, swirling 
around his stomach. He took a drink before reaching into his pocket and taking out a silver card case. Flipping it 


open, he took out a card and offered it to the man. 
"That's my number. I've got some contacts in the music industry so I'll hook you up." 


The card was taken from his fingers and he watched the man read it. A dark eyebrow arched as he reached 


the name. 
"Dave," the dark haired man said. "Dave Mustaine." He looked up and offered a hand. "I'm Dave. Dave Grohl." 


Taking the hand, Dave shook it. "Pleased to meet you." He paused before adding, "Whatever time you finish 
tonight, please feel free to join me." He nodded to the table behind himself. "I'll be right over there." 


To be truthful, Dave found lounge singers to be tacky. He much preferred to drink in peace with maybe some 
quiet music piped in. He wasn't a fan of the guys who wandered around a bar and tried to solicit affection and 


kisses. 


But this one.. This one was different. There was something about his deep, dark eyes and wide smile that drew 
Dave in He wanted to know more. More than that, he wanted to get in to the man's pants and see if his dick 
lived up to his larger than life personality. 


The dark haired man seamlessly slipped from "New York New York" to "Luck Be A Lady". His swinging hips 
enchanted Dave and the way his eyes and smile lit up the room made him want to sink to his knees. It was 
rare that Dave found himself entranced by another man. Normally they came running to him. But the dark 
haired man was pushing every one of the buttons that filled Dave with lust. 


The singer finished with a version of "Goodnight, Sweetheart" that sent shivers down Dave's spine. His eyes 


were locked on the dark haired man, taking in every little movement he made and noting that he hadn't even 
broken a sweat. He watched as another group of women descended on the singer and demanded photographs 
and kisses. The dark haired man graciously gave them his time before he turned to Dave. A blush stalked up 
the redhead's cheeks and he couldn't understand why. Normally he was cool under the pressure of picking up 
some random guy. But this one didn't seem like a random guy. Unlike the others, this one seemed to have more 
going for him than someone for Dave to pump and dump on. 

"Drink?" Dave asked. 

The dark haired man sat beside him and Dave noticed that the sparkle in his eyes had yet to burn out. 
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"Beer, please 


Dave gestured the waiter over and ordered a bottle of champagne and a couple of beers. Once the waiter was 


gone, he settled back in to the couch and draped one leg over the other. 


Turning his attention to Grohl, Dave asked, "You don't sourd like you're from around here. So what brought you 
to Vegas?" 


Those dark eyes looked into his own and the other man's lips twitched in to a smile. His face was accentuated 


by the dark beard that tickled along his jaw and he seemed intent on giving Dave all of his focus. 

"| wanted a change. Still wanted to see if | could make it big." 

"How long you been singin?" 

The singer shrugged and tucked his hair behind his ears. "Since | was a kid. Grew up in the DC area so had a 
couple of purk bands. That all faded away and | went and worked in construction. Then | broke a leg falling from 
some scaffolding." 


Dave winced at that. "Ouch. And let me guess, you sang while you recovered?" 


Grohl shrugged and smiled and Dave felt a little more of himself light up. "Yeah, | did. Decided then to quit the 


building business and try and make a name for myself” 
"And you ended up here?" 
"Right again." 


Dave mulled it over. Some random guy from the mid-west upped sticks after breaking his leg in the hopes of 


making a name for himself. He couldn't help but ask, "How old are you?" 


"Forty seven," Grohl replied. 


He wanted to ask if the other man wondered if that was a little old to be trying to make his fortune. But 
there were others like Grohl who'd come into the game later in life and were making a name for themselves. 
People had judged Dave when he'd said he wanted to go into business. Many didn't think that he had the 
aptitude for it. Yet he'd proved them wrong. Maybe Grohl was another of those. 


Their drinks arrived and Dave swept up his glass of champagne. "Cheers! Thanks for a great evening of music." 


The drinks flowed into the early hours, Dave not caring that he was supposed to be at the conference come 
morning. He had a team that worked for him and, for once, they could earn their pay. He was giving them a 


free trip to Vegas, free rooms, meals, the full shebang. For once, he was going to kick back and enjoy himself. 


The man beside him was a delight, his dark eyes sparkling and a permanent smile on his lips as he regaled Dave 
with stories of his life back East. Dave listened earnestly, his glass of champagne refilled whenever it became 
too empty. He found himself being drawn into the other man's web, intrigued and fascinated by him. Having 
become a millionaire before he was out of his thirties, Grohl's story was as alien to Dave as the surface of 
the moon. He'd never met someone who was still slaving away in their forties. Most of the people he knew 
were wealthy and comfortable, their lives and businesses run by an army of staff while they kicked back and 


enjoyed the fruits of their labour. 

As one of Grohl's stories came to an end, Dave drained the last of his drink and got to his feet. 

"Sorry to call it quits but I've gotta go to bed. You here tomorrow night?" 

Those brown eyes shimmered with glee. "Sure am. Same time. Same place." 

He watched as the dark haired man got to his feet and stood before him. In a heartbeat, Dave had reached 
over and slid his fingers beneath the other man's hair. His lips curled in to a smirk as he drew the singer 
closer, his eyes growing heavy as he studied the other man's impassive face. 

"But we don't have to wait until tomorrow, do we?" he murmured. 

The ride in the elevator was painfully heated. With the singer pressed up against the mirrored wall, Dave 
hungrily kissed him, his hands pawing at Grohl's soft suit. His kisses and touches were returned with equal 
vigour, Grohl nipping at his lips. Strong, long fingers whispered beneath Dave's shirt and he felt the harshness 
of callouses brush against his skin. Pulling back, he let his lips rest against Grohl's. 


"You play guitar?" he hissed. 


He felt the other man smirk, Grohl's dark eyes curling at the corners. "Sure do. You?" 


"Same as." 


The elevator doors opened and Dave hauled the singer down the hallway. Locating the card key, he opened the 
door and pushed Grohl through. A strong hand grabbed the lapels of his jacket and pulled him. The door was 
slammed shut behind and Dave allowed himself to be pushed up against the solid slab of wood. Their lips met 
once more and their hands clawed at the other. Clothes were shed as Dave was hauled through the suite. 
Lights came on and a low growl left his lips as his shirt buttons were picked at. He hurriedly did the same 
thing to the dark haired man, all but tearing the white shirt from his shoulders. What lay beneath told him 


why the singer wore long sleeves. 


Tattoos littered the other man's skin, telling a story of a life well lived. They snaked across his chest and down 
his arms. Dave could see muscles rippling beneath the other man's honey coloured skin and his hair curled 


around his shoulders. Dave let out a low moan of appreciation. 
"Take your pants off," he demanded. "I want to see what you've got.” 


He watched as the other man slowly unbuckled his belt. Teasingly slow, the velvet pants were eased down to 
reveal Grohl's beautifully erect cock. Dave licked his lips, his own hands picking at his pants. Pushing them 
down, he kicked them away and took a step closer to the dark haired man. Their hands wound into the other's 
hair and their already bruised and chapped lips crushed together. Dave could hear the other man panting and 
he pressed himself closer. Guiding the singer to the bed, Dave pushed him back, delighting in how he fell so 
willingly against the crisp, white sheets. Dark hair flowed over the pillows and his cock bounced against his 
stomach. Dave grinned and knelt over him. 


‘lm gonna fuck you ‘til you can't take it any more." 
Grohl's dark eyes sparkled up at him and the corners of his eyes curled upwards as he smiled. "Good" 


Dave slipped from the bed and moved to retrieve a bottle of lube. He had no plans on being gentle with the 
man. In fact, he wanted, and needed, the exact opposite. He needed someone who didn't look as though they 
would break beneath his fingers. Someone who had strength to them, much like Grohl did. With his hand 
wrapped around his cock, Dave stood at the end of the bed and surveyed the man before him. His arms and 
legs were pleasingly thick and his gently tanned skin looked as soft as the desert sand. Grohl had a small swell 
of a stomach, the only thing which possibly belied his age. 


Climbing back on to the bed, Dave coated the fingers of his right hand with the sweet smelling gel. Tangling his 
free hand back in Grohl's hair, he hungrily kissed the other man as he began to prepare him. His fingers 
plunged in and out, stretching Grohl and seeking out the spot that made him scream. The dark haired man's 
voice bounced around the room and his back arched from the bed. 


"Just fuck me already!" he demanded. 


Dave sneered and pressed his fingers in as far as they would go. "You need this, huh? Need a good fucking?" 


The singer's eyes were closed and his hands were ripping at the bedsheets. "Yes!" 
With another plunge of his fingers, Dave asked, "When was the last time you were fucked?" 
"Weeks. Months. | can't remember," Grohl panted. "Don't make me fuckin’ beg for it" 


The smirk remained on Dave's lips and he leaned closer to nip at the other man's exposed throat. Slowly he 
began to slide his fingers from the other man's entrance. "For someone who has such a silky voice, you sure 


do curse a lot. Shall we see how creative you can get?" 
Grohl's back arched again and Dave took the opportunity to slam his fingers back in. "Yes! Fuck, yes!" 


Pulling back, Dave coated his aching cock in lube. To be truthful, he was looking forward to this. His last 
conquests had been so different, all blonde hair and stick-like figures. He was looking forward to fucking 
someone who had more.. meat.. on them. Tossing his thick waves of hair over his shoulder, Dave knelt between 
the other man's legs. Grohl was deliciously spread out for him, his legs parted enough to give Dave a good 
view of his tight balls and lubed hole. His eyes were still closed and his chest rose and fell with deep breaths. 


Dave pushed the other man's legs further apart and, without waiting, he plunged himself in Grohl was warm 
and tight, his ass sucking Dave right in The redhead groaned and paused to take another look at the man on 
the bed. 


"Gonna lie still and let me give it to you?" 
One dark eye popped open and Grohl grinned up at him. "You wish." 
The singer's reply made Dave's smirk deepen. "Good. Let's play." 


Grabbing the other man's wrists, Dave pushed them over Grohl's head. The singer began to wriggle, his hips 
slamming up to Dave's as the redhead drove into him. He fucked the dark haired man with long, sweeping 
strokes, each one hitting the other's prostate. Beneath him, Grohl, screamed and howled as he strained against 
the strong hands that held him down. It was a sight that Dave eagerly drank in, one that made his lust rise. 
As much as he wanted to bury his face in Grohl's neck and leave marks on his skin, Dave also didn't want to 


miss a moment of watching the man he was with. 


The knot in his stomach grew in to a hot, swirling mass. With his face twisted into a snarl and his hair falling 
over his eyes, Dave knew he wouldn't last much longer. The squirming beauty beneath him bawled his name 
over and over. Come morning, Dave fully expected hotel staff to come and see who had been murdered. Not 


that he cared. He needed this release as much as Grohl did. Needed to plough into someone until he exploded. 


Wrapping one hand around Grohl's wrist, he moved the other to lie at the singer's throat. His fingers gently 
closed around the strained flesh and felt the pulsing veins that lay beneath it. When Grohl's eyes popped open, 


Dave grinned down at him. 
"You like this, don't you?" he hissed. "You like being used?" 


There was a sparkle in those dark eyes and Grohl's smirk twisted his face. Letting go of the other man's 
throat, Dave pulled back. Determined to finish it, he began to hammer in to the other man. His orgasm began 
to build, the lust swimming through his veins and fogging his mind. Grasping Grohl's cock, Dave furiously 
stroked him, his hand matching his own, punishing rhythm. The singer writhed and screamed, slamming up 
against Dave before falling back to the bed. With one final thrust, Dave grunted the other man's name as he 
erupted. He trembled, his head blinded with the red veil of pleasure as his seed filled the other man. Amid it 


all, he was aware of a liquid warmth that soaked his hand. 

As the headiness began to subside, Dave opened his eyes. The singer was sprawled on the bed, his eyes closed 
as he drew in deep, laboured breaths. Sated, Dave leaned closer and gave him a gentle kiss. Lips fluttered 
against his own and dark eyes, heavy with the sexual aftermath, opened to look at him. 

"Thanks," he murmured. "| needed that." 

Grohl's lips curled into a smile and Dave couldn't resist another kiss. "Likewise. Same time tomorrow?" 

Dave nodded. "Same tomorrow." 

Slipping from the bed, he wandered to the bathroom and cleaned himself up before grabbing a damp washcloth. 
He returned to the bedroom to find the singer slipping from the bed. Reaching out, Dave gently wrapped a 
hand around his wrist and pulled him close. With his eyes locked on Grohl's, he carefully cleaned the other man, 


wiping away the stickiness of their coupling. 


He dropped the cloth on to a table and sighed. Suddenly he didn't want the evening to end. Sure, he'd gotten his 
kicks but why let it end there? 


"Why don't you stay the night?" he asked. 
He could feel the redness staining his cheeks and he moved his eyes from the singer's. 
"You sure?" Grohl asked. 


"Really sure. Besides, I'm on a promise. | said I'd hook you up with some contacts in the industry. | can do that 
in the morning. Why go to that conference when | get to spend time with you?" 


Fingers swept over his cheek and lifted his eyes. He smiled softly as he took in Grohl's caring expression 


"Then I'll stay." 


Wrapping his arms around the other man's waist, Dave pulled him close and floored him with a kiss. As shitty 
as he could be at times, promises were promises and a gentle soul meant more than all the oil in the world. 


